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	Still Got A Lot Of Fight Left In Me

**Disclaimer: **I own nothing but the idea to this fanfiction. The Harry Potter Universe belongs to J.K. Rowling (maybe Warner Bros too.). I don't earn anything from this except amusement.

Several quotes throughout the story will be marked according to origin.

**Warning!** I am a german native. It is very likely that you will find some odd verbalizations or words not typically used in a context. I hope you will point that out to me so I can change/improve according to your advice. I might also jump between british and american english,

Enjoy! :D

**CHAPTER 1: **

_"How often have I lain beneath the rain on a strange roof, thinking of home." - William Faulkner*_

Harry couldn't have looked any worse when he stepped onto the Hogwarts Grounds. His formal robes clutched against his thighs when he started to walk against the downhill breeze that greeted him. He saw the lights in the Great Hall before the contours of the castle became visible. He knew they were all waiting for him to show up, after all he hadn't laid foot on the ground since the battle. For good reasons.

Harry also knew how awful and overworked he must appear, so he cast he quick cleaning and glamour charm to erase any signs that would cause any trouble with his overprotective friends. Hermione would likely hug him to death that she had succeeded in convincing him to show up to at the 10th year anniversary.

Sighing he walked through the gate and listened to his steps echoing in the corridor. He could have sworn the paintings eyes followed his steps. So much had happened since he last set foot into his former school and suddenly he realized how much he had missed it. Hogwarts had been the first place he'd called home and also where he had found his family. His emerald eyes swayed over the walls and how much he tried to convince himself that everything had changed. Nothing really had.

He was the one that had changed. His appearances as well as his personality. Straightening his shoulders he knocked onto the door and wasn't surprised when all conversations stopped as soon as they saw him walk through the big door.

Hermione and Ron jumped up. Well Ron jumped up and Hermione tried to maneuver her enormous belly into a position that made it comfortable to get up and walk to him.

People started whispering and continue their conversation, knowing that now he was here, they would get their fair share of "Harry Potter Gossip".

"It's good to see you mate. It's been too long." Harry nodded and returned the hug Ron gave him. When Hermione appeared in his view he carefully hugged her, wondering how fast she had gotten so big. He shouldn't be surprised that Ron and Mione were the first ones to have children, including the first set of twins. Hermione squeezed him tight and kissed him on the cheek.

"I knew you would come."

"Of course you did." He smiled and patted her cheek. They sat down and Harry and Ron grinned at each other while they observed how Hermione got seated again.

"Hmph…You two stop grinning. After this pregnancy is done you'll be doing the work and I will relax and get an Anti-Stress Holiday."

"Darling, you know you're just kidding."

"I wouldn't bet on that, Ronald Billius Weasley."

Harry just watched and relaxed a little bit. They were still the same. And if he would have to spend the whole evening here. As long as Mione and Ron were there, nothing really could go wrong. Fast they became engaged into a conversation about how Hermione's pregnancy was going. If Ron's Auror missions were still successful and dreadful at the same time. Harry eyed his friends belly and wondered how far along exactly she was, when she answered the question for him.

"I have about two to three weeks left. And you better get you skinny frame to England. I will have no one other than my best friend deliver his godchildren."

Ron sniggered, knowing that Harry would bent under his wife's pressure.

"Hermione. I'm not a midwife. I'm a surgeon. For children. I only once delivered a baby because this one had to go right into heart surgery. And I dearly hope your twins are perfectly fine."

"There is no point in arguing. You _are _going to be there. My midwife will be there, but you are going to deliver them. I don't care if you are embarrassed or anything to see me naked…"

"Mione!" Ron exclaimed in shock.

"What Ron? Harry is like my brother. When I'm not embarrassed he as Hell shouldn't be."

Harry sighed. Knowing when he had lost a fight. He wasn't in the least embarrassed, despite the fact that lady parts did not bother him anymore. But Hermione was right. They were like brother and sister.

"Fine. But you have to call me on my regular cell. At the moment I'm working part time in a muggle hospital to increase the Liaison of Muggles and Wizards. There is a little girl, waiting for me right now. It is a wonder I came here at all."

After the war Harry had started to travel in hopes that he would come to terms with everything that happened in the past year. And in the final battle. But whether he indulged in a new culture or religion. Or tried to find what was keeping him from returning to England, he never found a clue.

One night when he spend the night in a small tent in a lone forest in Spain, he was attacked by a drunk group of bikers. He was able to scare them away, but though he knew how to mend himself pretty good he was worried about some internal damage. So he was forced to pack up his stuff and apparate to the nearest hospital.

There was no real reason why he actually stayed in Spain. He'd just become tired of travelling. Most of all he became tired of running.

And there, as cheesy as it may sound, he truly found his calling. He quickly learned Spanish and studied in a small Spanish med school. The board of admission need a little bit magical convincing. It took him 7 years all in all to achieve his goal. But in the end he was a surgeon in the muggle world and a healer in the Wizarding World.

The little girl waiting for him was called Catalina. And he had taken a special liking to her. She was an orphaned child in a good but crowed orphanage. She was 8 years old and very eager to learn English the proper way, she said. Harry had to smile when he remembered her saying that.

"Earth to Harry!" Hermione padded his shoulder and Harry blinked a few times to regain focus.

"Sorry. Had to think about what brought me to where I am now." He admitted and smiled softly at her.

He knew Ron and Hermione were worried. He didn't really have a social life. His work was his life. He ate, slept and worked. And tried to spend as much time with his small godson who would attend Hogwarts this fall. Teddy had grown so fast. He was like the child he would never have, considering his preferences.

"Don't think too much Mate. We are here to have fun. As long as you don't have to hold a speech, you should be able to enjoy this evening."

Harry poked out his tongue in a very childish manner and watched amused how his friends laughed at this sight.

Ron insisted that he would sleep in the Burrow. He wanted to enjoy a real Harry Potter breakfast. Hermione nearly beat him with his own wand, but it was true when somebody suggested that cooking was not her forte. Harry was way better at household stuff then her. She would have to learn it.

Even though nobody else seem to notice a certain black haired wizard made his entrance and set on his usual place. The same place he used to inhabit when he still taught Harry and his friends. Severus Snape did not seem to have aged at all. The black hair shone in the light like polished onyx. He actually started to leave this atrocious protective gel out of his hair.

Memories flashed behind his eyes. Harry shook his head in order to drive off those images behind his lids. Severus Snape was in the past. As were the memories.

"Dear Alumni. This is the first 10th Annual Hogwarts Reunion in my time as Headmistress. Although through the years I witnessed a few, this one is close to my heart. Not only because my past Lions used to drive me up the walls, but also because the 1998 Alumni's are a mixed bunch of crazy people, that all saved the future of the school. For that I will always be thankful. But now celebrate, enjoy and most definitely remember."

They decided to head home, as soon as the first people started leaving. Harry slowed down, thinking and finally stopped his best friends at the gate.

"Don't wait for me. I have to talk to someone. I'll just head into Percy's room when I arrive. You haven't changed the wards, huh?

Hermione smiled knowingly and Harry sighed annoyed.

"Just go. Everything is as is used to be. We see you tomorrow for breakfast."

Her smile was soft when she directed her oblivious husband out of the castle. Harry was indeed annoyed that there was a little voice, that sounded awfully responsible, that kept him from ignoring the fact that there was a picture waiting for him to be visited.

When he saw the alit candles at the gargoyle he knew he would be still welcome. He asked for entrance. Harry chuckled softly when he saw Minerva McGonagall's eyes light up when he stepped into her office.

"Mr. Potter nice to see you. I didn't know that you would give us the pleasure."

"I did not know myself until two hours before the feast. I had a patient that needed my attention."

"I still forget that you became a healer. It's so wondrous."

"I think it's the only right thing I could've done. I've seen enough killing for a lifetime. I'm happy that I devoted my life to saving lives instead of destroying them." Harry smiled gently showing his former head of house that he did not mean to offend. He looked up at the portrait where he expected to see his mentors gentle face. But he was gone. Confused he looked to Minerva.

"He was actually on his way to look if you did show up tonight. I think he will be pleased his suspicions were right.", she admitted looking pretty smug.

"How have you been anyway? We barely hear about you."

Harry chuckled. "I'm pretty happy that the tabloids in Spain aren't interested in some deranged war hero with one or two battle scars."

"I think I can understand the desire to stay under the radar."

Harry knew that she had been under quite the observation after the war. Somebody had to be celebrated since he took the easy way out. The public turned their attention to all the Order's members.

He had really tried to stay out of the whole media attention. But he assured that Rita Skeeter wrote a few articles that concerned how everything went down, so nobody would start to spread fairytales. He also decided that it was his turn to do something good for his old potions professor and he cleared his name. He know that even though Albus left Proof of his position as a spy, he was reluctant to believe that the public would believe the ministry without a doubt. So he made sure, that Severus Snape was bestowed with the Order of Merlin with all the glory, that this introverted men probably hated.

Named Professor stepped into the principal's office and scowled at the sight of the young Mediwizard.

"Potter, what are you doing here?"

"Severus, where are your manners!"

Harry smiled brightly. "It's okay Minerva. I would be devastated if Professor Snape had changed in any way."

Seeing the black clothed man brought a bunch of confusing memories into his mind. Snape simply nodded shortly and tried to flee the office, though Harry stopped him by standing up.

"It was nice to see you again, Professor McGonagall. But I must take my leave. You seem to have business with Professor Snape and I promised a certain pair of Weasleys that I would take care of proper breakfast."

His old Head of House smiled warmly, nodded and waved him away. When Harry turned Snape stood only a few inches away from him. Harry took a step back with a smile that didn't reach his emerald eyes. He looked into those black orbs. He was sure Snape saw something he did not expect, so Harry chose to leave hastily and ordered the Gargoyle in Parsel to close immediately.

Though he did not get the chance to talk to Dumbledore decided to head to the Burrow. There was no further reason for him to stay in the castle, that used to be his home.

**R&R**

* . _Faulkner (William Faulkner Quote from the beginning)


End file.
